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NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL
REVIEW
Vol. IV.

April, 1929.

No.2.

TH·E APACHES

By JOHN P.
(Copyrighted -

CLUM

1929.)

During the past year it has been my great privilege to
contribute to the pages of The New Mexico Historical Review some facts relative to the history of the Apache In. dians. These recitals have dealt more particularly with the
biographies of two conspicuous Apache characters - Geronimo and Es-kim-in-zin.
If I may be permitted to occupy additional space in
these valuable pages I shall find inspiration for the task
in the hope that I may be able to present convincing evidence
in support of the opinion I have expressed from the time
of my ,earliest associations with these Indians, viz; that
if from. that time the Apaches had been given a fair chance
under firm, just, intelligent and sympathetic direction, their
orderly development and gradual progress would have been
assured, and the miserable record of the campaigns against
Geronimo never would have been written.
And further, if, from this review, it shall appear that
the mass of these Indians have been the unfortunate victims
of the tragedy of misrule and of unhappy, variable and
. demoralizing conditions which they were not afforded the
least opportunity either to prevent or correct; if the neglected truth shall thus be rehabilitated and established, that
these facts may arouse such genuine interest in the matter
as will inspire a sincere endeavor to measurably redeem our
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past transgressions against these primitive people by encouraging and aiding the maturing generation of this race
of FIRST AMERICANS in a sensible and practical way.
In concluding my somewhat extended narrative of Geronimo I stated that my official report of the capture of
this renegade was confined to a single paragraph, and I
d'eem it only fair to the reader as well as to myself, that
the paragraph referred to should be reproduced in this
review as an essential feature in the development- of the re.cord.
My final official report was dated at Florence, Arizona,
September 18, 1877 - about three months after I had relinquished my official responsibilities at San Carlos, 'and
about five months after the excIting capture at Ojo C_aliente.
This report was made a part of, and printed with the annual report of the Commissioner of Indian Affairs for 1877.
The paragraph in question reads as follows:
"The capture of several noted renegades at Hot Springs
(Ojo Caliente,) New Mexico, and the removal of the Indians of the Hot Springs agency, New Mexico, to San Carlos, Arizona, is one of the most important movements with
which I have been conneCted while in the Indian service,
and the result of this movement was a complete success.
The co-operati()n of the troops under General Hatch and
Major Wade was perfect. On April 21 my Indian police
'arrested 'Heronemo,' 'Gordo', 'Ponce', 'Francisco' and several otJ:1er noted renegades, who were immediately lodged
in the guard-house, in irons. The entire tribe of the Hot
Springs Indians, numbering 453 souls, left the agency on
May 1 by trail for San Carlos. I started the same day by
road with the prisoners. On May 20 the Hot Springs Indians were located peacefully, and with satisfaction to themselves, on the San Carlos reservation '- twenty miles east
of the main agency buildings."
In those days we gave Geronimo's name the Spanish
pronunCiatipn, hence the spelling, "Heronemo." I reported
the co-operation of the troops as "perfect." I had asked

NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL REVIEW

109

that troops be stationed at strategic points for the protection of citizens in case of emergency. This was done, but
no emergency developed. Major Wade was a day late in
arriving at Ojo Caliente, but we did not allow his failure
to keep his appointment to defeat the chief purpose of our
campaign, and when the troops did arrive at the agency
my police had already arrested the principal renegades and
were holding these prisoners in the guard-house, in irons. In
these circumstances there had been nothing for the troops
to do except to"co-operate" by marching to their respective
positions in the field and then return to their respective
posts, and, inasmuch as I· had attained my objective, I was
quite willing to overlook the tardy arrival of Major Wade
. and to give· the troops a "perfect" score.
Moreover, in
view of the unwilling SUPP01:t or open hostility which quite
uniformly characterized my experiences with the military
.authorities in Arizona, I was eager to extol the genuinely
cordial spirit of co-operation displayed by General. Hatch
and his staff in New Mexico.
The original campaign against Geronimo in 1877 was
undertaken in the interest of the public welfare, and; notwithstanding the renegade chief and several of his fellow
outlaws were apprGhended and brought to San Carlos in
iron - no banquets, or medals, or promotions, or pensions
were ever tendered to any of the members of the successful
expeditionary force. The public we served complacently regarded the campaign as a feature of our official job, and the
capture of a few renegades was merely a part of the day's
work. Thus it happened that with the exceedingly brief
official record already. quoted: the more or less thrilling and
important episode enacted at Ojo Caliente on April 21, 1877,
passed silently into history - and near oblivion.
Late in September, 1881, Geronimo resumed his role
as a dangerous renegade, and in the son~y drama that follo.wed he held the center of the stage for five years. Notwithstanding the military campaigns waged against him he
was able to extend his world- record series of surrenders
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from 1883 to 1886. Meanwhile graphic accounts of the
savage prowess of the renegade chief and of the brilliant
maneuvers of the pursuing troops filled countless front-page
columns throughout the land. It is not remarkable, therefore, that the modest record and the faint recollections of
the campaign and capture of 1877 were hopelessly submerged in this veritable sea of spectacular literature.
Conscious of the fact that my official report of the
campaign into New Mexico was lamentably deficient in supporting details, I felt inclined to allow the story to continue
to slumber as a part of the forgotten past. However, as time
passed I felt that, in justice to the Apache Police - if for
no other reason - the details of this campaign should be
given its proper place in the story of the Apaches. Nevertheless, I hesitated until ~ couple of years ago, when, to
my great joy, I discovered the convincing documentary
evidence which I had so much desired, in the form of a letter
I had written at Ojo Caliente only three days after Geronimo
had been placed in the guard-house in irons. The reader
will appreciate that the citizens of Arizona were very anxious to know what was happening in New Mexico, and that
in the letter to my friend, John Wasson, editor of The Citizen, I was merely outlining in an off-hand manner, some of
the most important facts relative to our activities at Ojo
Caliente from April 20th, to April 24th, 1877. The letter
follows:
(This letter was published in The A1"izona Citizen
at Tucson on May 5, 1877. See copy of said paper on file
at the Library of Congress, Washington, D. C.)
"Southern Apache Agency, New Mexico,
April 24, 1877.
Mr. John Wasson:
On the afternoon of the 20th I took an escort of twentytwo police and came into the agep.cy, leaving Captain Beauford with the remainder of our grand army about ten miles
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out. On my ar'rival, which was just before sundown, I
learned that Eronemo; or Geronimo, had been here the same'
day for rations. The troops would not be here until the
22nd, but I determined to make a strike at once. I accordingly sent a messenger out to Captain Beauford to ask him
to come in with his command before daylight of the morning
of the 21st. At 4 o'clock on that morning Beauford was here,
and his men all shut up in the main commissary building.
I at once sent for the chiefs of this reservation to talk with
them. About fifty of them came up to the agency, and as
they· supposed I had only .my escort of twenty-two police
. they were prepared to be vei'y mean. But when I got- them
all ready to hear what I had to say the commissary door
was opened and eighty more police were thrown into a formidable skirmish line, which completely surprised and surrounded the Hot Springs gentry.
Some of the boys who were mounted made an attempt
to ride away in disgust, but several needle-guns were leveled
on them and they were persuaded to return and hear what
I had to say. t told them my orders in a few words and
took a needle-gun from Eronemo, a Winchester from another, and several other guns from various red brethren.
Then Eronemo was ordered to march out and surrender to
Captain Beauford - which he did with reluctance, and
was evidently undecided whether to fight to the last with
his knife or to give himself up. Just here Sergeant Rip of
Captain Beauford's company stepped up a,nd took the knife
from Eronemo's. belt, Captain Beauford came down with
his needle-gun and Eronemo was our prisoner.
We then took Gordo's son, and after a few remarks
explaining our new relations the men were permitted to go
to camp, having been ordered to attend count in the afternoon. About one hour before sundown we counted 434.
After the count I arrested one of the three Indians who
stole the seven head of horses from San Pedro on the 8th
instant, of which I wrote you from Camp Bowie. You will,
remember Captain .F. Apodaca was following their trail.'
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These three Indians reached the reservation three days be-fore I did.
During the night· of the 21st the Indians got drunk
and went to the hills, ba~ly scared at their own shadow, so
that at count on the 22nd I had only about 175. Major Wade
and his command arrived here on the 22nd, and it was feared that the Indians would not appear again at the agency,
but yesterday most of them came back, and to-day I have
about 400 men, women and children.
I have fourteen prisoners; among them E~onemo,
Gordo, a son Gordo, and two of the three Indians who stole
the horses on the San Pedro on the 8th instant. Eronemo,
Gordo's son and another Indian I have in chains.
Today I had a talk with the principal men and they
have consented to move to San Carlos. There will be no
fighting here and I will get nearly everyone.
Pi-on-se-nay and four men left about four weeks ago
and are now raiding in Sonora and Arizona. I am officially informed by the acting agent that at least forty Indians
are now on raids in the southwest who draw rations here.
I will leave here as soon as arrangements can be made
for tl'ansportation, etc. Captain Beauford left here yesterday morning with his company and thirty days' rations,
and will pick up anything he can find between here and the
Dos Cabazas mountains. He has a good company and' is
an excellent scout. I gave him three thousand rounds of
ammunition just before he left.
Colonel Wade and his command are doing all in their
power to assist and insure success.
Very truly yours,
(Signed) JOHN P. CLUM,
U. S. Indian Agent.

In the same issue of The Citizen containing the foregoing letter there .was also published the following telegram:
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"Fort Craig, N. M., April 26, 1877..
Governor A. P. K. Safford,
Tucson, Arizona.
"I have Heronemo, Ponce, Gordo and fourteen other
prisoners. The worst are chained. Expect to start on thirtieth with all Indians for San Carlos. Entire success thus
far. Pi-on-se-nay, Nol-gee and about forty others now absent in Arizona and .Sonora. Beauford started back on the
23rd."
Signed)
John P. ·Clum,
Agent."
The letter and telegram above quoted are of great historical value since they contain details of important events
recorded at the time and place of their occurrence. They
also furnish some evidence of the deplorable conditions
then existing in connection with the affairs of the Southern
Apache Agency at Ojo Caliente. It is noted that
Geronimo
.
,
was supplied with rations.atthe agency on April 20th; that
Pi-on-se-nay with four men had left the agency a month
previous on a raid into Arizona and Sonora; that at least
forty Indians who drew rations at Ojo Caliente were then
on raids in the southwest, and that Ponce with a small party
had just returned from a raid bringing some stolen stock
with him, but it is not indicated that any action had been
taken by the local agency aut[lOrities with a view to appre-:
hending and punishing any of these b,Old and defiant renegades.
As a matter of fact I was astounded when I learned
the actual conditions existing on that reservation. There
was an acting agent, but he did not pretend to exercise any
control over the Indians who were supposed to be under
his direction. and management. He knew that the Ojo
. Caliente rservation was the rendezvous of 'some of the most
active of the hostiles. H e knew the desperate character of
Geronimo, Pi-on-se-nay, Nol-gee and others, but when any
of these appeared at his agency he did not even report their
presence. His principal occupation was to issue rations,
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and his chief concern was to preserve his own life. With
this end in view he had obtained a detail of ten soldiers as
a l;>ody-guard, whose sole duty it was to protect him from
violence and assassination at the hands of the Indians he
was feeding, and I was told that notwithstanding this·
special guard it sometimes happened that the Indians would
_brush the agent aside and help themselves to rations.
To me this condition of affairs seemed monstrous and
incomprehensible. In my experience at San Carlos order
and discipline and harmony had been maintained through
the friendly and efficient co-operation of the Indians themselves, and every symptom of insubordination was speedily
controlled and suppressed. Our rules and regulations were
neither numerous nor unreasonable. We were feeding and
protecting the Indians on the reservation, and in return for
these valuable considerations we insisted upon the strict
observance of at least two features of discipline as being
vital to the success of my administration; viz, first, respect
for the authority of the agent, and, second, orderly conduct on the part of all the Indians. In these circumstances
the one offense I could not tolerate was that of insolent
insubordination, and any display of this nature instantly
aroused my Dutch fighting blood to vigorous action. And
so it happened that the rebellious and defiant spirit which
had prevailed among the Indians at Ojo Caliente speedily
led to my first and only honest-to-goodness, hand-to-hand
combat with an enraged Apache on murder bent.
But before reciting the·· details of this spirited and
more or less thrilling episode I beg the indulgence of my
friends -' as a matter of personal privilege - while I un:dertake, briefly, to emphasize three points, viz: First, that
I did not belong to the popular type of so-called "Indian
fighters," for the reason that it was my habit to fight for
the Indians and in their ranks: Second, that the success of
my· administration at San Carlos was not so much the result of what I did with the Apaches, but rather what I was
able to encourage the Apcwhes to do for themselves under
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judicious and sympathetic direction; and, third, that as a
"publicity stunt" I effected the capture of Geronimo much
too early in the game, because when that wily Apache was
placed in irons at Ojo Caliente on April 21, 1877, our prisoner had had only about nine months in which to "get a
reputation," whereas, in 1886, when this same Indian surrendered to General Crook, and then - about five months
later - surrendered to General Miles, he had been doing
his special brand of renegade stuff for about nine years,
and during all of those years an innumerable throng of enthusiastic press agents vied with each other in spreading
the name and fame of Geronimo,' not only throughout the
United States, but throughout the civilized world whereever newspapers were read.
And now for the "scrap" with the Apache. A trusted.
employee had been sent to Ojo Caliente in advance for the
purpose of "spying out the land," and immediately. upon
my arrival there late in the afternoon of April 20th he informed me of the insubordinate and defiant attitude of
the Indians belonging to that agency. Very promptly I
determined to challenge that attitude at the earliest opportunity, and this opportunity developed the next morning as
soon as Geronimo and several other principal leaders had
been taken into custody by the Apache Police.
Victorio was the chief of this band - all of whom had
accompanied Geronimo to the agency that morning, and
had been thrilled 9Y the swift and effective maneuvers of
the. San Carlos Police. The desired arrests having been
made, I assembled the main body of the Indians in a more
compact group and forthwith precipitated a "heart-toheart talk", - substantially as follows: "I understand that
you have been disorderly and_ have defied and threatened
the local agent; that you say you are dangerous fighting
men and will never submit to discipline or control, and that
everyone is afraid of you because you are brave,'desperate
and deadly warriors.. Now listen!" (and here I met their
bluff with a stiff one of my own) "You have seen what the
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San Cal"los police have done here this morning. WEARE
BRAVE WARRIORS, TOO, and are always looking for
those Indians who boast they are so dangerous that everyone is afraid of them. We have subdued all of that sort
of bad men in Arizona - and were out of a job, so when
we heard how brave and bad some of the Indians at Ojo
Caliente claimed to be, we started at once for New Mexico.
Now you see us here with our fighting harness on. It is
our business to fight all bad Indians. We are always ready.
We ar~ not afl:aid. Therefore if any of you feel that you
must fight we are here to ob}ige you - and none of you
will ever find it necessary to wear out your moccasins trying to find us. We will always be ready with good rifle's
and plenty of ammunition, because we know we \vill not
have good order and live well and have peace UNTIL ALL
INDIANS WHO ARE TRYING TO BE BAD AND DANGEROUS are held as prisoners in chains - or have been
killed."
As I paused to roll a cigarette Victorio protested, that
his pe~ple had been grossly misrepresented; that they were
good Indians, and their great desire was to live peaceful
and orderly lives.
Promptly I replied: "You know that a number of your
people are now absent on raids into Sonora, or along the
trails leading from Ojo Caliente through New Mexico arid
Arizona into Mexico. My police have just followed the
trail of a raiding party with stolen stock returning to the
reservation. Ten soldiers have been stationed here to protect
the agent because the Indians have been insolent and threatening. Indians who commit such offences have bad hearts
and do not care to live peaceful'lives."
"At San Carlos the Apaches do not go out on raids.
The Indian Police enforce discipline and maintain order.
All troops were sent away from the reservation two years
ago. We have peace and no one is afraid. ,You can learn
from the policemen with me how well the Apaches are living
on the Arizona reservation and how contented they are."
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"Your chief, Victoria, says you want to live at peace
and improve 'your condition.. Very good. I will give you
a chance to live as the Apaches do at San Carlos. But there
must be no more raids. No more insubordination. I will
give you a fair chance - . and I believe nearly all of you
will be glad to settle down and be friendly with everyone.
"We will begin this new plan of living to-day. There
has been no regular system of counting the Indians at this
agency - and you have told the agent that you would not
be 'counted like sheep.' You said that because you do not
understand. I do not want to count you' 'like sheep,' I
want to count you LIKE MEN. For many months I
counted all of the Indians at San Carlos every day., Now
they are all counted every week. All our white soldiers
report for roll call -'are counted - every day. From time
to time I will explain everything to you that you do not
, understand. If we are going to be friends we must understand each other. I will explain one point about the count
now. Some stock might be stolen in Arizona to-day and
someone might say that Victorio was the leader of that
raiding party. Then I would tell them that the charge
against Victorio was false - because he was present at the
count made at Ojo Caliente, New Mexico, on April 21st.
You see the count protects you. There are other reasons
why the count is necessary. We will begin to-day. Now
you may go to your camps ~ but this afternoon, about one
hour before sunset, I want ALL OF YOU, men, women and
children, to assemble here at the agency for a count."
The reaction or this common sense' appeal was that
practically the entire band were assembled at the agency
as the sun was approaching the western horizon, and the
record shows that we counted 434 individuals that afternoon, whereas, the complete round-up of these Indians on
the morning of May 1st when they started over the trail to
San Carlos showed a total of 453 men, women and children
- only 19 in excess of my original count.
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This result Was, of course, very gratifying, and I was
hopeful that no serious clash would occur. in the future.
However, the advent of some "bootleg booze" and·the troops
under Major Wade produced much excitement and some
alarm in the Indian camp for a couple of days, during "ihich
time comparatively few reported at the agency for the
count, but there were no acts of defiant insubordination. I~
assured the Indians that the troops would not mol~st them if
they followed my advice and instructions, and within three or
four days the excitement had subsided and nearly all reported for the daily count.
Again I ~as gratified and felt hopeful that none of
my new charges would manifest a spirit of open rebellion,
but this hope was doomed to be shattered in a most abrupt
and unexpected manner. We had counted the Indians six
times without opposition of any. sort on their part, but the
seventh count was destined to produce a genuine thrill for
the benefit of a goodly throng of spectators that included
officers, soldiers, citizens and Indians.
In my original talk with these Indians, after calling
their attention to the fact that the San Carlos Police were
there .with their "fighting harness" on, I had boldly added
that Captain Beauford and myself could be relied upon to
take a hand in a scrap - if necessary. Whether there was
a conspiracy to "try me out" along these lines cannot be
known now, but it is certain that this episode put me to the
test. It was about an hour before sunset, and the men were
forming in line on the parade ground in front of the agency
for the purpose of the daily count.
My costume and equipment for trail trips in those days
consisted of a broad brimmed hat, double breasted blue
flannel shirt, pants and boots - the pants tucked into the
boot-tops, a belt with cartridges a hunting-knife and a
Colt's "forty-five," and a rifle which was carried in a short
sling looped over the pummel of the saddle. Such a costume
offered little resistance to either a bullet or a knife.
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Ordinarily at San Carlos I went about unarmed, but
as we were "in- the enemy's country" at Ojo Caliente I wore
my belt with its knife and six-shooter most of the time.
Inasmuch as the Indians were assembling on the parade
ground in an orderly manner I left the details of the count
to the chief clerk and stepped into the agency office. Havingworn my belt all day it was beginning to feel a bit heavy,
so I unbuckled it and laid it aside with its handy weapons
attached. This I have always regarded as a very fortunate
ci'rcumstance, as I will indicate later.
Glancing out of the window I saw that something was
going wrong with the count. It was my habit to nip trouble
while it was still in the bud, so, seizing my hat, I hastened
to the scene of the disturbance without even thinking of
my knife and six-shooter. When I asked what the trouble
was about, the interpreter pointed out a young Indian who
was seated on the ground near by and who, he said, refused to go into the line to be counted. I ordered the young
man to take his place in the line, but he showed no inclinawon fu obey. I then ordered two of my Indian police to
take him to the guard-house. , They each took an arm of
the insubordinate Indian, raised him to his feet and started
for the guard-house. At first the prisoner made no resistance, but after going a few steps he suddenly wrenched his
bare arms from the loose grasp of' policemen and deliberately went back and sat down. Thereupon I entered actively
into the affair.
Taking a rifle from one of the policemen - and to
this day I do not know whether it was loaded or not - ' I
stepped beside the defiant Indian, grasp his left arm with.
with my right hand, raised him to his feet and started to
conduct him to the guard-house - even as the policemen
had done, The way led down the entire front of the line
of Indians who, while waiting for the count to proceed, were
intensely interested in the i~promptu entertainment provided by this rebellious member of their pando
9 ..
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Perhaps I should have paid more heed to the cunning of
my prisoner which had enabled him to break away from
the policemen so easily, and, obviously, it would have been
a wise precaution to have disarm~d the Indian before I
started with him to the guard-house. But, as a matter of
fact, I had not observed the knife he cal'ried in his belt
and which was almost hidden by his loose shirt.
However, he went unresistingly until we had reached
about the middle of the line of waiting Indians, then, with
a violent effort, he wrested his left arm from my grasp---<
at the same instant drawing his knife with his right hand
and raising it high above his head as he poised for the
deadly thrust. His effort to break from my grasp threw him
about two paces from me.
Fortunately 1 had neither knife nO?' pistol, or the fight
would have been deadly indeed. The rifle handed to me
by \thepoliceman ,I had grasped by the barrel so that it
balanced in my left haud with the stock to the rear. The
instant I saw the Indian draw.his knife I swung the rifle
.up to a horizontal position at the height of my head, thus
reversing it, and seized the small section of the stock with
my right hand. As the .infuriated Indian leaped forward
to stab me I bumped him squarely on the forehead with the
butt of my rifle. That was a lucky strike - for me. With
both arms thus upraised, I shudder to think what probably
would have happened had the butt of my gun failed to con- .
uect with that red-skiri's bean. The defense I made was instinctive, instantaneous and e!fective.
.
The blow from my gun was of sufficient force to stun
my antagonist, and he fell backward upon the ground. In
an instant I was over him and had seized his right wrist
witli the intention of disarming him. But he was not seri..:
ously hurt. Fierce and quick as a panther at bay, he caught
the knife with his left hand and made a vicious thrust at
my bending form. Being alert arid active myself I executed
a graceful side-step and the keen blade never touched me.
Jnstantly I swung ~he. butt end of my rifle and dealt the
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blood-thirty savage a glancing blow just over his right ear.
The Indian was dazed, but not disabled. However, the fight
was over.
While this encounter was exceedingly spirited, it was
equally brief. Only two blows were struck, and the interval between those blows could not have been more than ten
seconds. I wish I might give the same speed to the story
- but that is impossible. Although my opponent was not
knocked out, I WON ON POINTS, for - fortunately for
me - mine were the only blows that landed.
Just as I struck the Indian the second time two of his
friends in the line came forward and volunteered to disarm him. I stepped back a pace and, watching "the enemy"
closely, I told his friends to take the knife and hand it to
one of my policemen - several of whom were "standing by"
awaiting a signal from me to take a hand in the fray. Having secured and delivered the knife, the "friends" were
ordered back to their places in the line.
. My opponent having been deprived of his weapon, it
seemed only fair that I should place myself on the same
footing, so I surrendered my good rifle to one of the idling
policemen. The belligerent Indian was ·still my prisoner
and I determined to take no chances on his wriggling away
from .me a second time. With my left hand I grasped his
left arm, while my right hand .took a firm and generous
grip on the apundant hair of my frenzied foe - and in this
particular grip I had a hundred per cent advantage over·
the Apache (see one of my high-brow photographs). Feelingquite sure of my prisoner, I raised him to his feet,
marched him past the second half of the waiting line and
on to the guard-house - where I literally "threw him into
prison." A little later he was placed in irons.
Returning to the line of waiting men I reiterated my
"declarati(;m of war" - if they insisted on fighting, but at
the same time I strongly advised peace. The Indians were
then counted and allowed to retire to their camps. Thereafter I had no trouble with the Ojo Caliente Indians.

122

NEWMEXlCO HISTORICAL REVIEW

Looking. backward I recall that during this encounter
I had no sense of fear .,-- in fact, I did not have time to get
scared, nor was I particularly excited at any moment. Neither did I have any purpose or desire to kill the Indian,
although it was evident that he was endeavoring his utmost
to use his knife with fatal effect. The first blow I struck
the Apache with my rifle was in self-defense. Its delivery
was instinctive and without reserve. If the time and distance had allowed me an inch or two longer stroke I probably would have crushed the Indian's skull, because the
rifle was very heavy - one of the old-pattern, long-barrelled, three-band needle-guns. ,If my first blow had resulted
fatally it would have been without "intent" on my part, and
while my second blow would also be classed as "self-defense," it was, n~vertheless, deliberate. The Indian had
been knocked down and was still on the ground. My personal danger was not so imminent, and although the knife
still flashed its deadly menace, I deliberately planned to
l):it ,the Indian just hard enough to knock the fight out of
him.
This "scrap" might be rated as a combat, or even as a
fight, and yet it was merely' an incident in the execution of
my general administrative plan, and WAS IN NO SENSE A
SPECTACULAR GESTURE of the "Indian fighter" type,
and it is evident that I had no desire to have it appear as
such fro;m the fact that I have allowed more than fifty years,
to elapse before giving any publicity to the episode.
It was of vital importance that the Indians should respect my authority as agent, but, at best, I was seldom
. given. an opportunity to pose as anything more than a
"pinch" fighter, for the reason that my loyal and vigilant
Apache Police were ever on the alert to intercept any danger that menaced me, and they were amazed when I abruptly thrust myself actively into the affair at Ojo Caliente.
But, in the circumstances, that Indian's defiant attitude
appealed to me as a personal challenge - and I promptly
accepted that challenge. I took the chance - and won, and
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the moral effect was greatly to my advantage, both with my
police and- with the other Indians. And, furthermore, the
incident demonstrated the fact that my purpose was merely
to enforce discipline and not to kill - or even to inflict unnecessary punishment.
There was one other brief, exciting and bloodless incident in connection with this campaign that occurred about
twenty miles from Ojo Caliente about mid-afternoon on
April 20th, and which may be worth while recording as
an illustration of how completely people may be misled by circumstantial evidence; how one may be thoroughly frightened at nothing, and - of special importance
- as affording another example of the loyal attitude and
true soldierly deportment of the Apache Police in an apparent emergency. I have said that during the scrap at
Ojo Caliente I did 1!ot have time to entertain a sense of fear,
but in this bit of impromptu wild west comedy I had plenty
of time - and was plenty "scared."
The trek from Silver City to Ojo Caliente was not an
unmixed hardship. About the middle of April the weather
is very delightful in the mountainous country over which
our trail led. On every hand were blooming flowers in endless variety and of rare beauty - the varieties constantly
changing with the varying altitudes. Antelope and deer
were quite. plentiful, affording pardonable entertainment
for our skilled hunters and daily replenishing our commissary with delicious steaks and chops - and always there
was the exhilaration of enchanting mountain vistas and the
tonic of the pure, clean, arid atmosphere. To these very
agreeable conditions were added the charm of intimate association with vast forest areas, the flash and song of
sparkling mountain brooks, _the mysterious depths of rugged canyons - with here and there the soothing aspect of
a velvety-green mountain meadow.
Thus each day yielded its generous tribute of good
things in compensation for the fatigue involved in our strenuous march, and each evening discovered in our camp a
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more or less weary, hopefully hungry, happily husky and
uniformly good-natured bunch of swarthy masculine hu.,.
manity lounging in small groups about the· sparkling campfires, toasting choice bits of venison set on "spits" near the
fire after the fashion of the "well greaved Greeks" --'
meanwhile puffing cigarettes and "telling old tales beneath
a tree with starlit skies for canopy."
And ours was a .democratic assembly; There was no
saluting of superior officers. We were engaged in a serious undertaking. Just how much actual hazard might be
involved in our mission none knew, - but each one was
there for service at all times and ~or instant and effective
action in any emergency. The best information obtainable had warned us to be constantly on our guard in order
to avoid an ambush or a surprise attack by those desperate
renegades whom we hoped ultimately to meet. Rumor had
cautioned us that there were probably between 200 and
300 of these renegades- all seasoned, well armed and determined fighters. It was these persistent and ominous
rumors of possible combat at any turn of the trail that lent
zest as well as gravity to the enterprise.
Thus we went on our way ever eager and watchful.
The morning of April 20th found us at the summit of a
range about forty miles from Ojo Caliente. We were early·
on the trail and completed a march of twenty miles by ten
o'clock. Our mid-day camp was ideal. We had reached a
beautiful mountain meadow about a mile in diameter, near
the center of which was a wooded hillock with a spring
of clear, cold water at its base. Among the trees on this
elevation we made our camp.
As I had agreed to meet Major Wade at Ojo Caliente
the following morning I plaimed to start out about two
O'clock and complete the march 6f twenty miles to the
agency that afternoon. Two members of my police force
had been over this trail before and they informed me that
there was good water about half-way between our noon
camp and the agency. There-upon I told Captain Beau-
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ford that I would take with me a score or more of the police
who had good mounts and ride on to the agency, but inasmuch as nearly all of the other police were on foot and had
already marched twenty miles that day, he might bring
them'to the half-way spring that afternoon and come on to
the agency the following morning.
When I rode out of camp with my escort of twentytwo mounted police there was. nothing to indicate that I
was riding into the prize scare of the campaign. Lunch
was over and our "buddies" who remained in camp were
lounging under the trees - some asleep: The ugly rumors
that had been so gleefully repeated to us regarding the
multitude of roving renegades liable to be abruptly met
with on our march had failed to develop any alarming
signs, and this fact had engendered a feeling of assura~ce
that nothing serious would occur prior to our arrival at
Ojo Caliente.
It was in this confident mood that we rode bravely
away from the bunch of drowsy comrades lounging and
napping about the camp, crossed the half-mile of meadow
and disappeared as the trail curved into the canyon. We
had followed the trail along the floor of the canyon for
five minutes or less when we were startled by the quick
reports of rifle shots 'from the vicinity of the camp we had
just left. The first reports were in the nature of a volley
followed by scattering shots - then another volley merging into desultory firing for a minute or two, and, t<? our
ears, the echoes in the canyon announced a genuine battle.
The time occupied by the shooting was very brief probably three minutes, bilt three minutes is ample timei~
which to develop a high-gmde scare - provided conditions
are favorable. And existing conditions were unusually
favorable for myself and my escort during those few exciting moments. At the instant the firing began we all
thought our noon camp had been attacked by a force of
lurking renegades. This unanimous conclusion was spontaneously expressed by actions rather than by words. Orders
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were unnecessary. While the keen reports of the first volley were still echoing from the canyon walls we wheeled our
horses about and started on a run back to the camp.
It was in this moment of apparent sudden emergency
that the Apache Police once more demonstrated their alert
loyalty. Promptly my escort deployed in skirmish lines
on both sides of the trail, covering as broad an area as the
sloping walls of the canyons would permit, with a view to
securing the strongest formation possible for meeting and
repelling an attack, and at the same time offering the best
protection for me. With instinctive good judgment fully
three-fourths of the police took positions on the side of the
trail toward the camp and all eyes were scanning that rim
of the canyon watching for the expected foe.
To our excited minds the situation was clear. The
renegades had learned of our apprQach and the trail we
were following, and they had anticipated that we would
halt at this ideal camping ground. With all their natural
caution and cunning they had avoided any signs that might
warn us of their presence in that vicinity, and had care.fully concealed themselves in the forest adjacent to the
camp. When they observed our small party preparing to
leave they had allowed us to go - thus dividing our forces,
and as soon as we were well out of sight in the canyon they
had attacked our noon camp while many of the police were
asleep - and thus had literally "caught us napping."
Such a bold attack at that time of the day indicated
that the renegades were out in sufficient numbers to give
them confidence, and surely they would de~alIa formidable
party to oppose us if we came to the relief of our comrades
in the camp. Each second as we were charging back along
the canyon we were expecting that the fusilade echoing from
the camp would be supplemented by the cracking of rifle
shots and the whiz of bullets in the canyon - and as I was
the only pale-face in the canyon I figured that my chances
of effecting an exit alive were reduced to the lowest terms.
It is frankly admitted that we were as thoroughly
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alarmed and excited as though the situation, as weimagined
it, had been absolutely real. Perhaps we were all the more
alarmed because our position in the canyon was untenable.
But whatever fleeting emotions may have seized upon us,
we still 'rushed on toward the open grassy meadow where
we might join in the fight on an equal footing with the
enemy. We were "scared" all right - and were on the
run, but we were ?'unning in the right direction, and we did
not hesitate until we halted in the open field - and then
we all laughed.
A sIll;all herd of antelope had strolled along the edge
of the meadow on the windward side. They did not scent
the Indians - but suddenly the Indians discovered the
antelope. Those who were fully awake caught up their
rifles and fired in the direction of the herd - thus producing that first "volley" which had startled our little company, in the canyon - as well as the herd of unsuspecting
antelope. By this time the sleeping scouts had been fully
aroused and they, too, joined in the shooting - thus giving
the effect of the "second volley." Very promptly the antelope scattered into the forest, but as long as any of the animals remained in sight the Indians maintained the "desultory firing."
Without stopping to inquire whether any of the antelope had been killed - or whether they had simply shared
the "prize scare" with our little party, we again headed
our horses for the canyon and continued our march to Ojo ,
Caliente.

